THE    GREAT   TUDORS

himself into a position in which the only thing was for him to
go over and take command himself.

Yet, in his heart, he was averse to the service. His
father had come to grief and to an early death in Ireland; it
was the grave, rather than the seed-bed of fame and fortune.
Nevertheless, he was bound to go, and his whole career was
staked upon his making a success of it. He was given a large
army, some 15,000 men, and larger powers than any Lieu-
tenant before him; so that there could be no excuse for
failure. He arrived in Dublin in April 1599, and to fill up
the time before the rains had abated and he could undertake
the campaign against O'Neill's northern fastnesses, he went
on a minor campaign into Munster. The summer months
drew on, his resources were being wasted, precious time lost,
and his whole confidence in himself undermined by sickness
and recriminations with the Government at home. Eliza-
beth wondered why nothing was being done after such an
expenditure of money and effort; she wrote him in her
sharpest vein:

" If sickness of the army be the reason, why was not
the action undertaken when the army was in better
state? if winter's approach, why were the summer
months of July and August lost? if the spring were too
soon, and the summer that followed otherwise spent?
if the harvest that succeeded were so neglected, as
nothing hath been done, then surely we must conclude
that none of the four quarters of the year will be in
season for you and that Council to agree of Tyrone's
prosecution, for which all our charge is intended."

The reply that came back from that country of illusions
and despair was this:

cc

; From a mind delighting in sorrow; from spirits
wasted with travail, care and grief; from a heart torn in
pieces with passion; from a man that hates himself and
all things that keep him alive, what service can your
Majesty reap? Since my services past deserve no more
than banishment and proscription into the most cursed
of all countries, with what expectation or to what end
shall I live longer? No, no, the rebel's pride and
successes must give me means to ransom myself, my sod
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